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Summary: A place to store my submissions for various prompts and 
challenges that are too random to go anywhere else. 1. "To Dance 
Again". 2. "Guys Like Potter" 3. "Career of Deceit" 


1 . To Dance Again 

_**Prompt: "To Dance Again" from A Very Potter Musical **_ 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 

><p>"I'm sorry, Andy," said Ted, "but I wasn't really planning on 
going to the Yule Ball."<p> 

Andromeda's hopeful expression fell. She knew it that traditionally 
the boy asked the girl to the dance, but when the one boy she wanted 
to go with didn't ask her, she went ahead and asked him. She felt so 
stupid for asking she was going to cry. 

"Wait, Andromeda! It's not that I don't want to go with _you._ 
It'saCljust. Well this is kind of really embarrassing, but I can't 
dance. I mean, I might possibly be the worst dancer ever." 

"That's not possible. Everyone can dance, Ted!" 

"Not me. I must have been born with two left feet. Well, not _really_ 
two left feet per say, but I've never been able to dance without 
falling on my ass or accidently dropping my partner or stepping on 
her toes or something." 

Andromeda had been really hoping to take Ted to the Yule Ball. She 
had waited years for the chance to dance as she used to dance as a 
girl. Despite everything Andromeda Black hated about the House of 
Black, one thing she missed was the dance lessons her tutors gave her 
so that she and her sisters could perform traditional wizarding 
dances at formal occasions 



As a young girl, Andromeda had loved wearing a beautiful gown and 
waltzing around the floor with her dance instructor. In contrast to 
the Muggle styles of ballroom dance, which only imitated a state of 
weightlessness, the wizarding styles incorporated actual floating off 
of the ground. Andromeda never felt more serene than when twirling 
around a few inches off a ballroom floor. 

"But, Ted, wizarding formal dance is a bit different than Muggle 
dances. For one thing, in the really ancient styles, you don't dance 
on the floor, you float above it." 

"Here, " she placed her hand on his waist and put up her other hand in 
the leading position. 

She spoke the levitation charm. The charm lifted the two of up as 
they held each other. 

"Now you can't drop me," said Andromeda, "Because even if you did, I 
wouldn ' t fall . " 

She slowly counted off the number of beats into his ear as she showed 
him the steps. At first, he awkwardly followed along, stepping on her 
feet. By the end of the week, he was only stepping on her toes every 
once or twice. He even had learned how to lead her. 

At the Yule ball, the Slytherins and Hufflepuffs were both shocked to 
see how the two of them gliding seamlessly together. It was a toss up 
as to whether they were more shocked to see a Slytherin so clearly 
smitten with a Hufflepuff or whether they were more shocked to see 
that Ted Tonks had actually managed to learn ancient wizarding dance 
moves . 


2 . Guys Like Potter 

_**Prompt: "There will always be guys like Potter. 
><strong>_ 
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><p>Headmaster Minerva McGonagall sat in her chair and let out a 
groan worthy of a mountain troll. <p> 

"Let me guess, " said the portrait of Severus Snape that hung above 
her desk, "James Potter again?" 

"Oh why oh why, in God's green earth did Harry Potter have to name 
his son after James? Now, I have another one to catch sneak out of 
detentions, earning himself even more double detentions!" she 
grumbled. "It's like his pranks keep multiplying. Even when I can't 
pinpoint them back to him, I can just tell with his smirk he's 
responsible . " 

If McGonagall had hoped that this new James Potter would provide her 
with less trouble than the old one, she had been sorely mistaken. If 
anything, it was like dealing with James Potter's mischievous "talent 
for trouble" enlarged exponentially by the Weasley talent for 
temper . 


Surely, when Ginny and Harry named their first son, they could not 



have foreseen that it would push their old Head of House into an 
early grave? _Surely? _ 

"That boy is going to be the death of me, I swear it, " said 
McGonagall . 

"Yes. Quite original those Potters are, to name another Potter after 
the original Potter," said the portrait caustically. 

"Well, he did name his other son after you, " pointed out 
Minerva . 

"Yeah, but you'll note it's _Albus Severus, _not _Severus Albus ! " 
_said the portrait of Severus Snape with outrage. 

Minerva sighed. Not even in death could she hope to escape dealing 
with the hijinks of the Potters, she imagined. Even if she died, 
she'd just be another portrait on the wall, listening to the latest 
Headmaster or Headmistress grouse about what trouble the most recent 
Potter was causing. 


3. Career of Deceit 

**Prompt: The Harry Potter Fanon Theory Challenge** 

**J.K. Rowling is Rita Skeeter. She stopped living in the magical 
world after it was discovered that much of what she wrote was 
"embellished" and she was ostracised for the lies she told. She went 
off to live among the muggles and fell on hard times. In an effort to 
make a life for herself she turned to her writing. She still takes a 
tremendous amount of artistic license with what she publishes. This 
is the only reason the ministry of magic hasn't come down on her. 

They don't think anyone will believe it.** 
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><p>"Career of Deceit"<p> 

After Rita Skeeter disgraced herself in the eyes of the Wizarding 
World for fabricating news stories, she disguised herself as a Muggle 
woman and refashioned herself as fiction writer for Muggles. Rita 
Skeeter still wrote about the exploits of Harry Potter and the events 
of the Second Wizarding War, but she wildly elaborated on the 
historical truth. 

Rita Skeeter had even changed her name to J. K. Rowling, which stood 
for "Just Kidding: Rita Owling." As J. K. Rowling, Rita had achieved 
success and glory beyond any fame she had ever received as a Daily 
Prophet reporter. In the Wizarding World, she was taken for a hag, 
but in the Muggle World, she was treated like a queen. And like any 
truly powerful queen, Rita Skeeter had her followersaC 1 . twitter 
followers that was. 

Twitter was by far Rita Skeeter 's favorite Muggle invention. She 
enjoyed sending tweets far more than owls and could spend hours on 
the internet looking for trolls to defeat with her tweets. The 
ability to spread her messages over the internet at a quicker speed 
than a buzzing fly brought her endless excitement. 



Rita spend the morning answering inquiries from her dear, deluded 
followers. One of her followers asked a question about the properties 
of the Elder Wand and she answered with an offhand lie she just made 
up on the spot. Another asked about whether Harry and Ginny stayed 
married and Rita wondering for a few moments about whether or not she 
should reveal Harry Potter's true sexuality. 

Then, Rita Skeeter spent the rest of the day composing a post about 
her dog. 

"When are you going to write a prequel?" posted one of her twitter 
followers . 

Rita slammed the palm of her hand on her desk in frustration. 
Sometimes her followers annoyed her more than she imagined Lucius 
Malfoy must have always irritated Lord Voldemort. 

Merlin, wasn't it enough she had already wasted three years of her 
life writing _The Life and Lies of Albus Dumbledore _out of a need to 
satisfy the demands of her slavering Wizarding audience? Now, her 
Muggle followers wanted to learn about the pubescent sex lives of a 
bunch of Gryffindors? Why couldn't they care about something truly 
relevant and capt ivat ing . . . like small-town social issues? Did no one 
want a prequel to _The Casual Vacancy_, explaining how Barry 
Fairwater became the beloved parish councilor of Pagford? 

Despite all her fame, Rita Skeeter had one big problem. She had built 
her empire on the _Potter _books but she was bored out of her mind 
writing about the Wizarding World. How many times could she be 
expected write about the dull, familiar world of quidditch, spells, 
and magical creatures when her true fascination lay with the exotic, 
highly suggestive world of the Muggles and their intrigues? 

Yes, ever since disguising herself at J. K. Rowling, Rita Skeeter had 
been discovering the truth- that the Muggle world was far more full 
of soapy gossip, hair-raising mystery, and unbelievable political 
maneuvering than the Daily Prophet's usual cast of escaped convicts, 
pureblood society ladies, meddling Ministers of Magic, and hormonal 
teenage wizards. 

All Rita _really _wanted to write about was Muggle politics, crime, 

and scandal! But all her followers kept clamoring for, like a hoard 

of banjees, was a Harry Potter prequel! 

Rita Skeeter started to write a withering reply to her twitter 
follower, but then remembered that J.K. Rowling was supposed to be a 
beloved, inspirational child's book author and posted a heartwarming 
quote about believing in yourself instead. 

In spite of herself, Rita decided that perhaps there was some wisdom 
in the crafty quote. Perhaps, she _did_ need to believe in herself 
and take more creative risks. It was time, she thought, getting up 
from her chair, time at last to make another change! 

Rita had undergone many transformations in her life, becoming first a 
fly Animagus and later a Muggle author. As a Muggle, she had turned 

her state of poverty and obscurity into one of riches and world-wide 

renown. How hard could this final transformation be? 


Rita Skeeter snuck down to the dungeon of her mansion, where she kept 



her most loyal and captive subjects. 


"Robert!" cried Rita, into the darkness where her captives were kept. 
"I need one the hairs from your head. Quickly!" 

"Yes, yes, my Queen, " spoke the lovely young man tied up on a 
chair . 

"No, not you, Patt inson . . . " said Rita, "I was speaking to 
Galbraith . " 

Robert Galbraith, a paunchy middle-aged man sporting a deerstalker, 
offered a single hair from his head and Rita quickly got to 
concocting the Polyjuice Potion. 

She felt the tingles inside of her stomach as her body writhed and 
she soon changed into a very manly and very Muggle writer of crime 
and detective fiction. 

To her millions of readers, the Wizarding World was only the stuff of 
dreams, but, for Rita, it was time at last to make her own dearest 
authorial dreams come true. 


End 
f ile . 



